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X.   .

They laid him out upon the floors

To work him farther woes
And still, as signs of life appear5d?
They toss'd him to and fro8

They wasted, o*er a scorching flame3

The marrow of his bones ;
But a miller us'd him worst of all,

For he crush'd him between two stones.

XII.

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood,
And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank?
Their joy did more abound.

XIII.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,

Of noble enterprise,
For if you do but taste his blood,

'Twill make your courage rise.

XIV.